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| AND THE - 
L AR K, &c. 
N antient Times, as Bards indite, 
(If Clerks have con'd the Record right) ; 
A* Pzacocx reſgn'd, whoſe glorious Sway + 
His Subjects with delight obe; ; | 
His Tail was beauteous to behotd, | 
Replete with goodly Eyes and Gold, 
(Fair Emblem of that Monarch's Guiſe, 
Whoſe Train at once is Rich and Wiſe) ' © _ © 
And princely rul'd he many Regions, 
By Stateſman Wiſe, and valiant Legions. 
Af Pheaſant Lord, above the reſt, 
With ev'ry Grace and Talent bleſs't, 
Was ſent to ſway with all his Skill, 
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(4) 
The Sceptre of a neighb'ring Hill; 
No Science was to him unknown, 
For all the Arts were all his own; 
In all the living Learned read, 
ho" more delighted with the Dead: 
For Birds, if antient Tales ſay true, 
Had then their Popes and Homers too, 
Cou'd Read and Write in Proſe and Verſe, 
And ſpeak like and build like —_— 
He knew their Voices and their Wings, 


Who ſmootheſt Soars, who ſweeteſt Sings: 3 


Who toils with ill-fledg'd.Penns to climb, 
And who attain'd the true Sublime: 


Their Merits he cou'd well deſcry, * 'F 
He had ſo exquiſite 'an Eye; 1 
And where that fail'd to ſhew them —_ 

He had as exquiſite an Ear, 


It chanc'd, ay on a Day he firky* 4 
Beneath an Academick Shade; Fx 5 
He lik d amid' a thouſand Throats, = - 
The wildneſs of a * ¶ oodlarł Notes, ALL 
And ſearch'd, and ſpy d, and ſeia' d his Game, 
And took him Home, and made him Tame; 
Found him, on Tryal, true, and alle, 


-- 


So chear' d, and fed him at his Table. 


Here ſome ſhrewd Critick finds I'm caught, 
And Crys out, better fed than taught — 
Then jeſts on Game, and Tame, and rea 
ond Jeſts, and ſo my Tale proceeds. > atk ea il 
- | n 
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Long had he ſtudy d in the Wood, 
Converſing with the Wiſe and Good. 
His Soul with Harmony inſpir'd, 
With love of Truth and Virtue, r d: 
His Brother's Good, and Maker's Praiſe, 
Were all the Study of his Lays: 
Were all his Study in Retreat, 
And now employ'd him with the Great. 
His Friendſhip was the ſure Reſort, 
Of all the wretched at the Court, 
But chiefly Merit in Diſtreſs 
His greateſt bleſſing was to Bleſs — 

This fixt him in his Patron's Breaſt, 
But fir d with Envy all the reſt : 
I mean, that noiſy craving Crew, 
Who round the Court inceſſant fle w, 


And prey'd like Rooks, by Pairs, and Dozens, 


To fill the Maws of Sons and Couſins ! 

Unmov'd their Heart, and chill their Blood, 

To ev'ry thought of common good, 

Confining ev'ry Hope and Care, 

To their own low contracted Sphere. | 
Theſe run him down with ceaſeleſs Cry, 

But found it hard to tell you why, 

Till his own Wit and Worth ſupply'd 

Sufficient Matter to deride: 

'Tis Envy's ſafeſt, ſureſt rule, 

To hide her Rage in Ridicule : 

be vulgar Eye ſhe beſt beguiles, 

WV hen all her Snakes are deck't in Smiles: 


SARDOVNIC 


[6.1 
Saxpovic Smiles, by Rancour rais'd ! 
Tormented moſt, when ſeeming pleas'd ! 
Their Spight had more than half expir'd, 
Had he not wrote, what all admir'd ; 
What morſels had their malice wanted, 
But that he built, and plann d, and planted! 


How had his Senſe and learning griev'd ' em, | 


But that his Charity reliev'd em! 
At higheſt worth dull malice reaches 
As Slugs pollute the faireſt peaches : 
Emuy defames, as Harpyes vile 
Devour the food, they firſt defile. | 
Now ask the fruit of all his Favour— 
He cas not hitherto, a Sauer 


What then cou'd make their rage run mad ? 


Why what he hop d, not what he had, 
What Tyrant e re invented ropes, oy 

Or racks, or rods to puniſh hopes? 

Th" inheritance of hope and fame, 

Is ſeldom earthly wiſdoms aim, 

Or if it <vere, is not ſo ſmall,” 

But there is Room enough for all. 
If he but chanc'd to breathe a N 

(He ſeldom Sung, and never long) 


The noiſy, rude, malignant Croud, 
Where it was high pronounc'd it loud, 

Plain Truth was pride, and what was Sillyer 
Eaſy and Friendly was 8 crank 
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Or if he'tun'd his lofty lays, 
With ſolemn air, to virtue's praiſe. 
A like, abuſive, and erroneous, 
They call'd it hoasſe and unbarmonious: 
Yet ſo it was to Souls like theirs, 
Tuneleſs as ARI to the bears! 

A Rook with harſh malignant caw, 
Began, was follow'd by a Daw; 
Tho' ſome who wou'd be thought to know, 
Are poſitive it was a Croep.) 
Fack-Daw was ſeconded by Tit 
Tom-#it cou'd write, and ſo he writ. 
A Tribe of tuneleſs praters follow, 
The Fay, the Hagpye, and the Swallow, 
And twenty more, their Throats let looſe, 
Down to the «vitleſs, wadling, Gooſe. 


Some Pickt at him ſowe Flew, ſome Flutter'd, 
Some hiſt, ſome Scream'd, and othets, Sputter d: 


The Grow, on carrion went to feaſt, 
The Carricn-Crow condemnd his taſte, 
The Rook, in earneſt too, not jokeing, 
Swore all his Singing was but Crokeing : 
The Rai! and Oui both nightly wakeing 
Charg'd him with Screeching and with Creaking- 
How countleſs his defects were grown, h 
When each on him had fixt their own 

Some thought they meant to ſhew their wit, 
Might think ſo ftill—bzt that they writ— 
Cou'd it be Spight or Envy N 
Wo did no ill, coud have no Foe 


— 


f 
| 
| 
| 
} 
7 
| 
| 
0 
| 


7 = IEA 


— — — 


— — — 
: — 


6 
| 
p 
/ 


T- 8] 
So wiſe Simplicity eſteemd. 
Quite otherwiſe true wiſdom deem'd; 
This queſtion rightly underſtood, 

W hat more Provekes, than doing good? 

A Soul enobled, and refin'd, 

Reproaches ev'ry baſer mind. 

As Strains, exalted, and melodious, 

Make ev ry meaner muſick, odious — 


At length the * Nightingale was heard, 
For voice and wviſdom long rever'd, 
Eſteem'd of all the wiſe, and ood, 

The Guardian Genius of the Wood: 

He long in Diſcontent retir'd, 

Yet not obſcar'd,' but more admir d 

His Brethren's Servile Souls diſdaining, 
He liv d indignant, and complaining : _ 
They now afreſh provok'd his choler, 


It ſeems the Lark had been his Scholar, 


{ 


A fav'rite Scholaralways near him, 
And oft had wak'd whole Nights to hear bs 5 
Enrag'd he canvaſes the matter, 

Expoſes all their Senſeleſs chatter, 

Shews Him, and them in ſuch a light, . 

As more : enflames, et quells their ht, 
They hear his voice, — frighted a” Bs 4 
For rage had rais d it very high, 

Sham'd by the wiſdom of his Notes, 


Cy hide their Heads, and huſh their Throats. 


Reverend Doctor Fenathan Swift. 
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Dr. D-—-y's Fable 
OF THE 


PHEASANT and the Lark. 


The Reader is deſired to compare the Doctor: 
FAB LE with the following Anſwer. 


a antient Times the Wiſe were able 
* A In proper Terms to write a Fable: 
Their Tales wou'd always juſtly ſuit 
hne Characters of ey'ry Brute: 
The Aſs was dull, the Lyon brave, 
The Stagg was ſwift, the Fox a Knave: 
A2 The 


[4] 


The Daw a Thief, the Ape a Drole, 


The Hound wou'd ſcent, the Wolf wou'd prole - 


A Pigeon wou'd, if ſhown by Hop, 
Fly from the Hawk, or pick his Peaſe up. 
Far otherwiſe a great Divine, 

Has learnt his Fables to refine; 

He jumbles Men and Birds together, 
As if they all were of a Feather: 

You ſee him firſt the Peacock bring, 
Againſt all Rules to be a King; 

That in his Tail he wore his Eyes, 

By which he grew both rich and wiſe. 
Now pray obſerve the Doctor's Choice, 
A Peacock choſe for Flight and Voice: 
Did ever mortal ſee a Peacock 

Attempt a Flight above a Haycock ? 
And for his ſinging, Doctor, you know, 
Himſelf complain'd of it to Funs. 

He equals in ſuch a helliſh Noiſe 


It frightens all the Village Boys. 


This Peacock kept a ſtanding Force, 
In Regiments of Foot and Horſe; 

Had Stateſmen too of ev'ry Kind, 
Who waited on his Eyes behind. 

(And this was thought the higheſt Poſt; 


For, rule the Rump, you rule the Roaſt,) 


The 


E 


The Doctor names but one at preſent, 
And he of all Birds was a Pheaſant. 
This Pheaſant was a Man of Wit, 
Cou'd read all Books were ever writ ; 
And when among Companions privy, 
Cou'd quote you Cicero and Livy. 

Birds, as he ſays, and I allow, 

Were Scholars then, as we are now ; 
Could read all Volumes up to Folio's, 
And feed on Fricaſſees and Olio's. 
This Pheaſant by the Peacock's Will, 
Was Viceroy of a neighbouring Hill: 
And as he wandred in his Park, 

He chanc't to ſpy a Clergy Lark; 

Was taken with his Perſon outward, 
So prettily he pickt a Cow-t—d : 

Then in a Net the Pheaſant caught him, 
And in his Palace fed and taught him. 
The Moral of the Tale is pleaſant, 
Himſelf the Lark, my Lord the Pheaſant: 
A Lark he is, and ſuch a Lark 

As never came from Noah's Ark: 

And though he had no other Notion, 
But Building, Planning, and Devotion; 
Tho' tis a Maxim you muſt know, 
Who does no Ill, can have no Foe, 


| 
| 
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Yet how ſhall I expreſs in Words, 
The ſtrange Stupidity of Birds. 
This Lark was hated in the Wood, 
Becauſe he did his Brethren good. 
At laſt the Nightingal comes in. 
To hold the Doctor by the Chin: 
We all can find out whom he means, 
The Worſt of diſaffeted Deans :; 
Whoſe Wit at beſt was next ro none, 
And now that little next is gone. 
Againſt the Court is always blabbing, 
And calls the Senate-Houſe a Cabhin; 
So dull, that but for Spleen and Spite. 
We ne'er ſhou'd know that he could write: 
Who thinks the Nation always err'd, 
Becauſe himſelf is not preferr'd ; 
His Heart is through his Libel ſeen. 
Nor cou'd his Malice ſpare the Qu—n ; 
Who, had ſhe known his vile Behaviour, 
Would ne'er have ſhown him ſo much Favour; 
A noble LORD hath told his Pranks, 
And well deſerves the Nation's Thanks. 
O, wou'd the Senate deign to ſhow- 
Reſentment on this publick Foe ; 
Our Nightingal might fit a Cage, 
There ler him ſtarve, and vent his Rage. 


7 
or wou'd they but in Fetters bind, 
This Enemy of human Kind. 
Harmonious Coffee ſhow thy Zeal, 
Thou Champion for the Common-weal : 
Nor on a Theme like this repine, 
For once to wet thy Pen Divine: 
Beſtow that Libeller a Laſh, 
Who daily vends ſeditious Traſh: 
Who dares revile the Nation's Wiſdom, 
But in the Praiſe of Virtue is dumb: 
That Scribbler laſh, who neither knows, 
The Turn of Verſe, nor Stile of Proſe; 
Whoſe Malice, for the Worſt of Ends, 
Wou'd have us loſe our ENGLISH Friends. 
Who never had one publick Thought. 
Nor ever gave the Poor a Groat. 
One Clincher more, and I have done, 
I end my Labours with a Pun. 
Fove ſend, this Nightingal may fall, 
Who ſpends his Day and Night in gall. 
So Nightingal and Lark adieu, | : 


] ſee the greateſt Owls in you, 
That ever ſcreecht or ever flew, 
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